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THE ARGUMENT. 


THE Ghoſt of Brapup prompts the Rulers 
of the City to celebrate the Anniverſary of 
chooſing the New Mayor The ſolemnity 
of ſwearing in the Mayor and Magiſtrates 
of Bath ſucceeded—Expettation was now 
on the tiptoe—A Latin and Engliſh Ora- 
tion were expected by the Audience to have 
been made by two Tyros, the flower of a 
fine flock of fourſcore Youths, full of life, 
health, and lubricity; but either for want 
of 'a proper Tazs1s, or from ſome other 
accident, (ſince an accident did really 
happen) the Audience were not a little 
diſappointed. 


To point out a proper Tuxsis for the next 


Year's Oration is the main deſign, or at 
leaſt the leading feature, of the preſent 


BAGATELLE; 


OR, THE 


BATH ANNIVERSARY. 
A POEM, 


. 


WHILE Maids, AyoxtanMaids, their vigils keep; 
While BLAnup's ſons lay wrapt in downy ſleep; 
Ere yet the linnet, on the bended ſpray, 

Carol'd his mattins to the Gop of Dar ; 

I be af mace, een wing, 

At beav'n's high portals grateful praiſes fing; 

Fre yet AURORA left TiTHONUS' bed; 

Awful the Ghoſt of BLapup rear'd his head! 


Snow- 


Wes Beckon'd Hrn 


(8) 
Snow-white and venerable, ſee thy King, 
Thrice happy Barn] with healing on his wing, 
Deep aer dus, the gle man 


In faithful verſe, the Goddeſs thus n 


3 others mould the ſhapelef maſs, 
Let others wake to life the breathing braſs z . 
O'er the pale marble living features lead; 
Let the law-ſage, like ToLLY, graceful plead 1 
Let ſimple Beauty, i in her-neateſt robe, | 
Be dreſt by vor. by the Queen of Lovs ; 


? 


r T SL rn 


r : 


Raum, Be.) Excudent ali ſpirantia mollius are. 
Credo equidem, vivos ducent de marmorFultue, 


Orabunt cauſas meliug—— \ 
Tu regere imperio populos, Romane, bb; | 
He tibi etunt artes. VIRGIL; 


Let 


15980 

Loet theſe their various powers to pleaſe combine: 
Remember, BLAbup-art of healing thine ! 

Theſe arts who cheriſh, rule with ſway divine ! 
Pleas'd, BLA Dup ſpoke—My honour'd ſons, proceed: 


Let proper victims on my altars bleed. 
To uſher in the new- born day, 
The feaſt of Reaſon all obey; 
Enraptur'd, anneal rites renew : 
So bleſt—to future ages—you 
Shall to ſons ** tranſmit the "TOUS 
And BrTAbup's triumphs riſe with BaTH's renown ! 
Hail, lovely Avon! Kings by thee may ſwear, 
Barn is to BLApud's Spirit ever dear 
Raptur'd, we ſee thee lave the ſweet retreat, 
60 Where BLapup held his antient ſeat ;* 
Enraptur'd view thee tow'ring to the ſkies, 
See hills on hills, like Ar rs on ALPs, ariſe ; 
B Enraptur'd 


( wo ). 
Enraptur'd more, we ſee thy native ſoil 


1 


Adorn'd, to grace a LEICESTER “, ora BoYLE. 
In Geometric lines we view each ptan 

The lines of Beauty, pleas'd, in thee we ſcan; 
| See 


# #% 
4 Sat At ilbooons. 2X 


* The late Earl of Luzicesrer, the Founder of 
HoLlKkHam, in NorroOLK, whoſe refined taſte in Ar- 


chitecture is too well known to need any feeble pane. 
gyric of an Author, | | 


Who plants like BaTHURsT, or who builds like BoyLe ? 


This ſingle golden line of Por i is ſufficient, not only 
to perpetuate the praiſe-worthy taſte of the noble fa · 
mily of BarAHURSv for planting, but al ſo to elucidate 
the architectural taſte of BoyLs Earl of WaTLSsIN G- 
HAM. | 

The praiſe due to the Poet, on this occaſion, ſeems 
to be happily expreſſed by Hog ac e— 


The Author, on this occaſion, begs leave to intro- 
dace his friend Max Tixus Scirus, Junior, 


by 


r 


See Symmetry and fair Proportion ſwell: 

C1xcvs, or fairer CxScExx, plainly tell 

Their beauteous orders, and their diff” rent grace; 

While PuLTeNty charms thee with fair Lavra ' 
PLACE. | 

May theſe, my children, live like marble buſt, 

And LAURA PLACE late crumble into duſt: 

May theſe, like olive-branches, ſome fair tree, 

Planted by Avon's fide, propitious be; 

Flouriſh for ages, raiſe exalted head, 

By Ayon cheriſh'd, and by Avon fed. 


W * 


by way of Note- makerz or, as the law would explain 
or expound it, Note-taker—The curious Reader will 
take it in what ſenſe he pleaſes; ſince to give a plea- 
ſurable treat, ſeaſoned with a little profit—if the taſk 
be not too arduous—is confeſſedly the Al THA and 
Ouwec a, the firſt, the laſt, and the great object, of 
theſe Barn LucunrarTioONs, 


B 2 | Here 


( 12 ) 
Here Cypreſs pleaſes, in her conic form; 
There Royal Oaks repel relentleſs ſtorm, 
Hide in the Gouling claude their royal bends, 
Safe from the fury deſolation ſpreads ; 
Till well-matur'd within thy boſom, PLyM, 
In floating caſtles Oaks victorious ſwim-; 
To future conqueſt lead Ba1TANNIA's hoſt, 
Or waft her CLARENCE to the Gallic coaſt ; 
Enrich her Monarch with imperial ſway, 
And to the Queen of Ifles due homage pay. 
Behold theſe youths, who paſs in lengthen'd line, 
The pride of BLapuD—ſome of form divine; 
Others with manly ſenſe, and manly grace, 
Conciliate favour, and enrich the place; | 


Like Nys1s and Eur YALvs, they move; 


A brother's feelings, claim a brother's love. 


Is modeſt merit, and with ardour, one 


Above the reſt in claflick learning ſhone; 
Fir'd 


( 13 ) 
Fir'd with lubricity, his ſparkling eyes 
Raiſe emulation, and demand the prize— 
The prize to merit due, on Halcyon day, 
Thrice happy youth —ho bears the prize away! 
But, ah ! what anguiſh, diſappointment dire, 
Flow from flight cauſes, not from ill-tim'd ire. 
Whether ſuccumbing bench, or whether 4 
Things light as air, the falling of a feather, 3 
Diſturb'd the Governors, or the governed, 
The Muſe relates not—better to lie dead, 
Like the good ſeed, until another year, 
An hundred golden verſes it may bear, 
And Brapvud's glory fill the ambroſial air! 
Hail, happy Bl App, richeſt in thy ſprings, 
The Muſe with heart-felt rapture ſings, 
Attunes with gratitude the ſilver lyre, 
To praiſe which angels might inſpire. 
The praiſe—ye Zephyrs waft thro' winding vale, 
Prolong, perpetuate, the pleaſing tale— 
While 


F'S 

While vallies beautify the neighbouring grove, 
While the pure rivers parent Ocean love, | 
While grateful ivy round tall 8 
So long, ſo copious, ſhall thy ſprings combine, 
Long flow ſalubrious, perſect work divine. 


Who, like HyGEIA, can to joy give birth? 
Thou firſt of bleſſings hail—thou heaven on earth ! 
But ſee, the harbinger—fam'd Chanticleer, 

Swells his proud throat—Adieu! the dawn draws 1255. 


— 


Adieu! praiſe-worthy RuIERS- alſo you, 

The riſing hopes of BLapvup, dear adieul 

To vis the prize, to my advice attend, 

Deep on your bearts the language of a friend 
a each year revolving, Ranks * be thinner; 


And be your motto this No Speech! No Dinner! 
Enter 


* True it is; and pity tis, 'tis true. One of the 
benches in the Hall, ſuccumbing under too great a load 
| 6 of 


61 
| Enter a YouTH bowing, with the Play of Hauer 
in his Hand. 
MY LORD3 AND RIG 

To dine, or not to dine ?—that is the queſtion: 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to ſuffer 
The ſtings and arrows of outrageous hunger; 
Or take up arms 'gainſt ſea of inward troubles, - 
And by a ſpeech ſubdue them? To faſt, to die; 
No more—and, by our death, to ſay we end. 
The belly-ache, the thouſand natural ſhocks 


That fleſh is heir to—'Tis a conſummation 


of youths, gave way or ſunk down. Happily no life was 
loſt, no limb was broken. But no wonder if this acci- 
dent deranged a little, and increaſed the diſſidence of 
the Ty nos ſingled out to make the Speeches. More 
trivial occarrences have ſpoiled many a good Speech 
in more auguſt Aſſemblies, 


Devoutly 


(4) 
Devoutly to be wiſh'd. To faſt—to die; 
To die—perchance to dream | Aye, there's the rub; 
For in that ſeeming death, what ills may come, 


When we have ſhuffled off this coil of earth, 


Muſt give us pauſe. Hence the reſpect 
That makes ſcholaſtic pain of ſo long life 
For who would bear the whips and Gems of puberty, 
The pedant's pride, the hammering into verſe, 
The pangs of cupboard love, the ſchool's delay, 


I 


The inſolence of hunger, and the ſpurns 


Which patient Fags from their ſuperiors take, 


4 


When he himſelf might his Quietus make 


With a MEenpDoza? who would tamely bear 
X Putting himſelf in a Boxing attitude. 


To groan and linger under crawling life, 
But that the dread of ſomething after death, 


That undiſcover'd LEeTat—from whoſe bourne 


2 No 


6 
No traveller r returns—puzzles the will, 
And makes us rather bear thoſe ills we have, 


Than fly to ranelizing p pals unknown ? 
Thus Conſcience doth = LF. of us all; 
And thus the native hue of TaxTALus 
| Ts ſicklied o'er with the pale caſt of thought; 
And declamations of — pith and moment 
Lie dormant, or their torrents turn awry, 
And loſe the name of action. 

3 pleas'd with-crabbed lore, 
Arm- d with Greek authors half a ſcore, 
The queſtion put—Why not a Greek Oration? 
Plain is the anſwer—Greek is out of faſhion. 
Not Hownn's battles pleaſe by l 
Put it, KING Brabus, tn the vote. 
us Noes will have it—odd or even, 
In Biavup's Hall, Ah in St. STEPHEN — 

| C I give 


(6) 
Devoutly to be wiſh'd. To faſt—to die 
To die—perchance to dream ! Aye, there's the rub; 
| For in that ſeeming death, what ins may come, 
When we have ſhuffled off this coil of earth, 
Muſt give us pauſe. Hence the reſpect 
That makes ſcholaſtic pain.of ſo long life ; 


For who would bear the whips and ſeorns of puberty, 
The pedant's pride, the hammering into verſe, 

The pangs of cupboard love, the ſchool's delay, 
The inſolence of hunger, and the ſpurits | 
Which patient Fags from their 3 take, 


When he himſelf might his Quietus wake f 
With a Menpoza? who would tamely bear 

[ Putting himſelf in a Boxing attitude. 
To groan and linger under crawling life, 
But that the dread of ſomething after death, 
That undiſcover'd LETRE—from whoſe bourne 


5 No 


(7 ) 
No traveller returns puzzles the will, 
And makes us rather bear thoſe ile we have, 
Than fly to tantalizing pain unknown ? 
Thus Conſcience doth make cowards of us all 
And thus the native hue of 1 97 — 
Is ſicklied o'er with the pale caſt of thought ; 
And declamations of — pith and moment 
Lie dormant, or their torrents turn awry, | 
And loſe the name of action. 
3 pleas d with crabbed lore, 

Arm'd with Greek authors half a ſcore, # 
The queſtion put—Why not a Greek Oration? 
Plain is the anſwer—Greek is out of faſhion. 
Not Miownn's battles pleaſe by rote; 1 
Put it, KN BLapup, to the vote. 
The Noes will have it—odd or even, 
In Bapup's Hall, - in St. STEPHEN — | 

C I give 


(18. } 
I give (the Lend 
And I bequeath to Lord BELGrAvE 
All my Greek Sages, precious tore 
Of learning, and of learned lore! 
Revil'd, rejected, Greek Oration, 
By the high-poliſh'd Britiſh Nation !— 
What's to be done ?—T'll ly to FRANCE, 
Make Greek, like VEST RIS, ſmooth advance, 
In Strophe Anti/trophe dance, . 
Till all the National Aſſemblx 
© Ouiz! Ouiè l' ſhall raptur'd cry, 
While GALLIc votaries know not why: 
Till found of Bell, or of Drum-kettle®, 
Shall ſilence me with weight of metal. 


Now, 


* Scr1BLERUSs obſerves, that our friends on the other 
fide of the water will be wonderfully ſtruck with this 


new improvement, and introduce with proper ſolemnity 


{ 9) 

Now, Muſe, thy Gweeteſt tribute bring, 
To all who fip Avoxtan ting 
Ages revolve, ye can't impair 
A muſe ſo ſweet, a theme Io fair, 
So pure and elaffical each line, 
"Tis my Arorxo all divine, 
Who can his eloquence define ? 
As leafy bonors fall with nipping froſt, 
Or, by Autumnal blaſts are ſportive toſt. 
As tenants of ths fly ſoak: grateful Kind, 
Long who had loft the hoarſe, reſounding ftrand, 
Impell'd by winter o'er the deep to fly, 
In ſearch of ſunny climes, and milder ſky ; 


FI I ry —— * 4. * 


„ 


the Kettle-drum's deeper voice to drown the Speaker, 
inſtead of a Bell, the preſent mode of drowning or 
filencing any Speaker who unfortunately falls under 


the diſpleaſure or the diſapprobation of the New Aſ- 


ſembly in Pars. 
C 2 | So 
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So thick, ſo ſweetly, are his beauties ſhed— 
Haſte, bring me lilies—laurel-crown'd whoſe head 
Behold thy bard, all graceful glide, 

Tis modeſt Manch ManTvua's pride: 
Who, like the ſilver ManTUAN ſwan, 
Can true ſublime of Epic ſean? 
Who trace the realms of PLuT0's Queen, 
Mid flowery vales, groves ever-green? 
Mano, ELys1um: opes to views, , 
Where live the bleſt, mi pleaſures per- neus: 
Enlarg'd their zther and ſerenely bright, 
Cloath'd are the plains with purple light. 


at 4 — 


- * Largior hie campos æther & lumine veſtit 
Purpureo: ſolemque ſuum, ſua ſidera, norunt. 
Pars in gramineis exercent membra palæſtris, 
Contendunt ludo, & fulva luctantur arena: 
Pars pedibus plaudunt choreas, & carmina dicunt. 
. VIRG, Las, 6. 


In 


(a ) 
In verdant vallics, golden ſand, 
Convene the pleaſure - reſtling band: 
In dance harmonious theſe, the ground 
Reſponſive beat the vocal airs reſound. 
In robe looſe flowing, graceſul eaſe, 
The god-like Oxrnxus deigns to pleaſe, . | 
And now alternate ſpeak theſevenharmonious keys, | 
The melting Iyre, lo! fying fingers fill 
And now he ſtrikes the chords, _—_— gol- 
den quill. 

Can I forget thee, or paſs o'er 
FLAaccus, whom all admire, adore? ' 
Emblem of Elegance, of Wit, 
Let Cynics frown!—in judgment ſit, 
Viſit thy tomb, or crawl, to pour 
Their venom on the Muſe's lore, 
Cynics to thee will homage pay, 
And court thy Attic wit in LyDIAN lay. 

| Can 


48 
Can I forget ?— forbid, ye Powers above 
Forbid it, Gratitude! forbid it, Love!. 
Who can thy courtly fiile define, 
Friend of Mzczxas, and the tuneful Nine? 
Avaunt! retreat! ye modern foes, ura! 


On his own bill An rievus crows v. 
Gif 


„ * This reminds me, ſaid Scx1BLEkus, ©* that 
the grave, great, and good Lord Hzarurierd, was 
emphatically called the Cock of the Rocx, It muſt 
be allowed, that the Moderns have got a good old 
Cocx to fight againſt, who loſes no fair opportunity 
of ſparring and kirmiſhing. Vet be ſhould, in the 
heighth of his ſeeming viAory, recollec, that a wiſe 
General of the Chace does not halloo before he is opt 
of the wood, or that a Cock may crow too eafly. 
Theſe favourite Troops of Antient Poets, be it re- 
membered, are only adventitious auxiliary Forees 
and, before the Victory is quite compleat, it is poſ- 
ſible that AxnTiQuus may be defeated with his own 
weapons.” 


( 23 ) 
Ye muſhroom race of Moderns, bow, 
Hide your bien-poudrs heads —Will you. 
With antiquarian chiefs contend ? 


Vain is the conteſt; vain, my friend. 

At you my venom'd ſhafts ſhall flyʒ 

Like muſhrooms flouriſh, and like muſhrooms die! 
While ancient Poets muſter paſs, 

To raiſe a monument, than braſs | 

More laſting*— Hail the feſtive day, 
The Ancients bear the prize away! 
Give me, O give me Homzr's Battles ! 
Hark! how his miſſile jav'lin rattles] 
Beauteous, by tints of light and ſhade, 
pince Poems are like Pictures made, 


— 


— 


— 


Nunc opus exegi 
Monumentum re perennius, HOR. 


— 


* 


64 
His tempeſts o'er the foreſt ſcowl, 
Now like the King of F oreſts howl. 
Give, god- like Homes, give to me 
Thy calm old age, in Opvssev; 
Or antient Hzs10D's weeks and days, 
(How pleas'd Imagination plays) 
To keep dear antients ſtill in fight, 
Who can, like LucIan, dialogues write? 
But who is he that ſweeps the lyre 
With Attic wit—Promethean fire? 
Who ſhakes Olywpus with his nod? 
Tis mighty P1NDAR, or a God! 
Here the Muſe whiſper'd low, in metre , 
We mean not modern PinDAr-PETER ; | 
Not the facetious, ſubtle wight— 


Teach me more decent, Muſe, to write. 


On eagle's wings, or ſoon or late, 
Regardleſs, Ic Akus, of thy fate; 


( 25 ) 
Regardleſs of thy thunder, Jovn; 
IF, Ix10x like, we boaſt of love: 
If we, like other peerleſs wight, 
Aſſume a bold, Pindaric flight 
Never, O never, deareſt friend, 
Let me to BaTHos, deep, deſcend! 
Sooner, my Muſe, in Air Balloon, 
High let me ſoar, then caſt me down 
; On Ocean's lap, or bramble-bed ! 
Sooner pour yengeance. on my head, 
Than mount me on thy ambling pad, 
To creep, flow creep, in Loustap ! 
Is there a crime of deeper dye 
In'earth, in ocean, is the thy? 
Ye Demons, point to ſingle One— 
*T will petrify the heart to ſtone ! 
Father of miſchief, of all evils, 
Will BEELZEBUB, the 1 of devils— 

5 Wu 


(. 26. ) 
Will mighty PETER PinDAR, now, | 


Filch from AucvsTvuy royal brow, 


Praiſe to tranſcendent merit due ? 


In every clime, in every age, 
The School for Scandal is the ſtage; 
A mirror, wherein ev'ry face 


The foibles of the age may trace. 

Ladies there are, in poliſh'd nation, 

Who Scandal ſip — tis Uſurpation! 

In days of No-AH, was it fo? 

Indeed, twas not, Mifs PRUur-AR-xO! 

If to diminiſh every grace, | 
"Fes deform each beauteous face, 

Is wiſe— call in reviling Alp: 

Wich jaundice eye, the taunting maid 

Spoils Attie Wit and all agree, 

Tea- table Scandal ſpoils the tea 

In BIApup's kingdom, ſhall the Fiend 

Find an aſylum in a Friend! 


Forbid 


67 
Forbid it, Barn! forbid it, Lovs! 
The Muſe preſumes not to reprove : 
She has, indeed, a rod in piekle 


O, fie!—AnTiciyaTION, TicKLE 
Your hearts, Barn Beauties ſet at caſe; 
Tis now, hereafter—what you pleaſe ! 

O'er LaxsDowNe HiLL,fo tuneful Ax sr EN rov'd, 
The Muſes loving, by the Muſes lov'd, 
Here Prulents long e his — ; 
Till, hes on the wings of Fame, 
He gain'd the inkak of te 
Where the Muſe wove the laurel-crown, 
Embrac'd her votary, darling fon— b 
Yielded the palm by Merit won : | 
The Muſe with AxsTEey, ambling ſide 
By fide, the progeny—BaTn-Guipe : 
Legitimate the bantling 4 
And led her votary to fame. 

D 2 Anon 


( 28 ) 
Anon, he takes more haſty ſtrides ; 
LAUGHTER looks on, and holds her ſides; 


Leads him to new Pierian ſprings— 
Who can be dull when Ansrzx ſings ? 

May it be long, ye fav'rite Nine, 

Ere Cypreſs ye with Myrtle twine. 

Honour'd repoſe may ANsTEY long enjoy, 
New pleaſures waft, ere old endearments cloyz 
Till Time, with leaden feet, tho' low, yet ſure; ; 
Shall, with the Siſter-Fates, knock at his door: 
Like ſome fair tree, may lovely offspring ſpread, 
“ Cheriſh'd by Avon, and by Avon fed,” 
And long HroELA hover o'er his head ! 
May ANSTEY loſs of reaſon ne er bemoan; 


Lo] all my wiſhes terminate in one— 
May the tree gently drop, ere all the ſap is gone 


ODE, 
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ODE. 


VIRGINIBVS PUERISQUE CANTO. HOR. 


Some of my juvenile Readers will probably 
be pleaſed that the laughable circumſtance 
of the ſuccumbing Bench gave riſe to the 
following little Jen d' Eſprit. 


A 


f —— 


COME, dear frolic Musx, 
Will your Ladyſhip chooſe 
Jo carol ſweet humorous ditty ? 
Miſs Pxus far and near 
May fly, and not hear * 
Fine Speeches, down melted to pity. 


(3) 
Come, ſee flippant Youth, 
Ere he opens his mouth, 
Riſe up try to ſtudy the Graces; 
To lay down the Tyro, © 
Aſſume Toca Viro “, 
While mimic Ells Ell up their places: 
So 


—_— 


_ —_ _—y — 


— a 
ee — ef = 


* Toga Viro.] Our truſty and well-beloved friend 
MarTinus SCRIBLERUS, Junior, not only on this 
occaſion, but on many others, has humorouſly faid, 
that bis fingers itch to write Annotations on the 
Claſſical Allufions, Tranſlations, and Imitations, &c. 
Kc. in this little Poem. For inſtance,” ſaid he, 
rubbing his hands, and alternately ſcratching his 
head, what a tit-bit, what a delicious treat, could 
I diſh up out of the Toca Viratis of the Rowans! 
Deſcribe it, for the uſe of all Gown-makers, Alder- 
manic, Clerical, Legal, and Claflical, as miuutely, 
logically, and perſpicuouſly, as an Epicure can depi a 
fine TVA meant to ſay, a fine TuxTTE. But, 
as a Critic or a Poet rarely taſtes one or the other, the 

miſtake 


* 


Ca) 
So the bench carried double; 
And ſoon up hubble- bubble 
Guſh'd into the Hall, like a ſpring: 
The bench gave a crack, | 
Adown all go ſmack, 


Like Miſs Romevs out of a ſwing, 


Come, 


miſtake is, I hope, pardonable. Ol! I could point out, 
with as great preciſion, the exact time of the Rowan 
Youth's putting it on, as our good friend Gus ro 
will, at ſome future and more convenient ſeaſon, 
_ aſcertain the minutes——l beg leave,” ſays Scan- 
x Us again, to correct myſelf—will aſcertain the mo. 
ments, which a delicious Turbor, of every claſs, from 
five pounds to fifteen will require—Silicet parva com- 
ponere magnis—from a little Chicken to a fine full 
grown DoxxixG Fowl, But, as at preſent adviſed, 
he very ſagely concluded his rhapſody with obſerv- 
ing—“ I beg to be excuſed, Maſter Pos r, for the 
preſent. I would give the ſhirt off my back, (if I had 
one) Maſter, that you were a little better known. I 
don't at preſent know, for one, that the world—I 
hope no offence—will either trouble themſelves to 

read 


( 32 3 
Come, dear lively Miſſes, 
Heal, with your ſweet kifles, * 
Scratch'd hands, bloody faces, black eyes. ty! 
Nay, titter not ſo, | 
Miſs Fiz616—we know 


Our brothers thro' this woeful diſguiſe. 


Admoniſh'd, ye Fair, 
Of Miss-F ORTUNE beware, 
/ _ Whenye ſtudy the Loves and the Graces: - 
| At a ſwing, or a glaſs, 
While ſweet time ye paſs, | 
Be ſure keep the Beaux in their places, 3 


by 


. 


read the Texr, or the Context.” —This Maſter 
SCRIBLERUS is, after all, a droll, ſhrewd fellow! If 
the itch for ſcribbling was not an incurable diſeaſe, 
either SCx1BLzRVUs; or the Barn WarzRs, would 
effect the cure. When he made the feeling and 
forcible alluſion to his ſhirt, he capered about like a 
lively Faxxcaman, ſhewing his ruffles, and finging, 


Vives La BAGATELLE! 


Leſt 


( 33 ) 
Left your nodding plumes 
Bedizen the rooms, | 
By your head taking place of your heels, 
Indeed, tis much fitter 
The Beaux ſhould not titter, 
Nor ſee what Miſs PRupExcE conceals. 


UN PEMI MOT AU SAGE. 


